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This book is dedicated to 2014. You did your best, 2014. Now fuck off. 


“It’s okay.” 


“..Not being okay.” 


What's not 
okay is to be 
okay with Suffering, 
that. sickness. Sure. 
Acceptance. 
No. 


’ I?’s like a 
parasite, 


After a 
ile, it'll kill 


Sometimes when 
it gets bad, sex, or 
shooting my— 


—Having 
an orgasm 
is the only 

feeling | 
can feel? 


Being a bad 
person makes 
you a bad 
person. 


Does sex 
make you a bad 
person? 


| didn’t know 
it could feel like 
anything more. 


Having 
sex. Having, 
like, like bad or 
meaningless— 


Youre not asking 
about sex. 


Youre 
asking about 
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Your guy 
knows his 


Seriously. 
This chicken. 


This chicken 
is So good | want 
it inside of me 
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What? Sorry. 
It’s good. 


That's all. 
I#’5 just... 
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nna storm into my 
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There's nothing 
about this that’s = L 
rational. It’s all— 

—Look, you 


There's don't know us, 


no— 


what that 
means. 


And | have no 
idea what youre 
talking about. 


You can do it 
with other people 
if theyre like us. 


Well, ‘we’ 
changes 
everything. 


re 
—_ | 


Ms. “Kincaid”—as 
| said, we are both 
big fans. 


Because 
we do too. 


And we have 
reason to believe 
that you might 
experience strange 
things after you, uh, 
sexually climax. 


Like, have 
an orgasm. 


And more. 
There’s more, 
see? There’s— 


Holy shit, 
this is me. 


This is my 
whole fucking life 
in a folder. My— 
my dad. My high 
school. My 
transcripts— 


She’s ... she’s a Tilda 
Swinton-looking bitch? 
Face like she’s always 
holding a pen with her 
cooch like— 


# Like the 
plant. 
How did you get VW ? 
this? Who made , 
this? How did— 
Kegelface. \7 
7 
— G 


| i 


Yeah, | 
know her. 


Theyve got 
money and 
technology that lets 
them find people like 
us. And they scare 
us and— 


She, and a 
financier guy 
named Kuber Badal, 
and another guy, 
who drives a bus. 


Works for 
the cops. Her 
authority's all 
self-made. 


Well we 
want to shut 
her down. And 
we wonder if 
maybe you 
can help. 


—l am 

familiar 
with her 
methods. 


ANN 


So help me 
understand 
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Wait, why do people act like 


bookstores are libraries? I'm serious. Why lady 
. . F parts? Only way you 
Wllichiy Gperehinig yGiee could score? Super-into 


Youre the one really disturb that 

that's tuning them up all housewife buying a 
day, you can't even say booklight for her iPad? 
the word? 


fingerblasting 
strangers? 


And are you, like, = 
totally over them now? 
Like, it’s anal or nothing 

for you because, “Ugh, 
another pussy.” 
a 


Because in my third-year 


There's two rotation, | drew pediatric 


answers. : oncology.’ 
one | use at parties and 
then there's the real And after a year 
of that | wanted to play 


one that bums 


people out. for the other team. 


The GYN part is okay, 
but I'm all about the OB. 
| made it my Specialty 
because | love delivering 
babies. 


“Is work at work. 


| 


—Just a part : 
of the job. 


\ 


“And. too. lots of “Or I'm bringing a baby 
ile) ea tines \ through it. Which is, like, / 
there’s something the opposite of sex. 


wrong with it. 


Lots of doctors 
have that god-complex, 
wanna-play-chicken- 
with-death thing. 

I dont. 


Now when | see 
parents cry it’s 
because | was a part 
of the best day of 
their lives. 


The 
pussy’s just 
ancillary. 


Put your 
baby in me. 


| straight-up 
love it. f 


Vulvas and 
vaginas and 
cervixes are 
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What? Too 
subtle? 


qui 
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on. It’s not 
like | actually 

flashed you 

my snatch, 
and besides— 


could get 
away with it you'd 
whip it out every 
time you saw a 
woman half-look 


Oh that’s 
not true... 
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26 /M/ Single / Straight total strangers 
Just— 
When were U at State? 

—Well that’s 


not an 
appropriate— 


BRIMPR 4:41 PM [me] 


MARYQUANT4EVR 
< And those 


werent even the 
guys | was 
seeing. 


30 /M/Single / Bi 


My message 
too muddled, my 
signals unclear? 


Joneses 
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BRIMPR 4:11 PM 
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37 /M/ Single / Straight 


—oh, you 
haven't? 


BRIMPR 4:12 PM {om 


< 


Dick Pic, Robert 
Rainbow. 


Robert 
Rainbow, meet 
the Dick Pic. 


Richard_Pick 


28 / M/ Single / Straight 


Right? Everyone 
thinks I'm a trolling 
creep on this thing. 


| cant hind #1 
just, like, at i 
whip it out Just put that don't? What if 
and,boom, out there, just lm wrong? 
say it, you. —-Say this, yknow, What if— 
know. this thing, this 
thing | think | 
might feel. 


No, | mean, 
4 y A few 
come on. Look months ago | 


at me. was off my meds, 
freecycling all over 
Tm in no the goddamn place 
shape for between mania and 
something having full-bore 


like that. — panic attacks. 


—~ 


I¥s almost as if 
your self-loathing 
is So penetrative 
youre actively 
sabotaging your 


l#’s too 


SOON. Isn't it? Isn't it 


too soon? 


| mean— 
am | right? 
Im right. 


I'm not 
coming in for 
Thursday's 
session. 


Aw Leave my 


fuck you. —_ care if you want, [m 
abrasive, | understand, 


but let me refer you 
to someone— 


—no, no, 
nothing like that, 
Doc. I'm gonna 
be out of 


“There's this, uh. 
There’s a project Suzie’s 
working on and were 
gonna go up to State.” 


“Yeah. 
“Something like that. 


Yeah? 
Where are 
you going? 


We, uh. 
Suzie and I. 


And a couple 
of friends, her old 
roommate Rachelle 
and Robert, my pal, 
you remember— 


“This some kind of 
library sciences 


“There's a professor 
up there she— 


“Want to meet. 


Dr. Ana Kincaid, Ph.D. 


Haraloov 


We weren't 
sure you were 
gonna c— 


—You wanna 
get out of my 
way? This is 


—Oh, no, It's 
we didn't— gonna be 
tough enough, 


if we were all 
in the same 
—we got room that’s a 
you your own whole other 
room. It'd be complication. 
weird on top 
of weird if 
we were, 


How 
bourgeois. 


Yeah, it’s 
definitely not the 
hippest hotel I've 
ever stayed af. 


We kind of 
have a head start 
on you, but... we've 
got practice. 


What do 
you need? 


The room. ! was W 
talking about 
the room. 


Or, failing that, 
if it's gonna happen 
tonight— 


—then | have 
everything | need 
right here. 


Three guys 
with big dicks. 


“ Like | tried to 
explain, it’s not 
easy. 


And it 
requires a lot 
of stimulation. 
All over. 


There’s no 
maps for this 
place. No 
how-to, no 
manual. For 
anybody. 


Everybody's got 
their own thing 
theyre into. 


Like all the 
stimulation. 


Nl tell you this, N 
the one thing everybody \ 
I've ever fucked have had } 

iN Common— f 


y ~—and believe me, \ 
Ive fucked a lot of } 
people— 


Of course. Why 
would they just be 


Jamps? ta 
Are these - i 


electric? 


How the hell 
do you propose 
three people have 
simultaneous 
orgasms in two 
different rooms at 
the same time? 


Uh... 
practice? 


Communication, 
mostly. 


“Faster, 
slower, Im close, 
Im not,” that kind 

of thing. 


It doesnt 
always work. 


With me 
it’s like—it’s 
elusive. 


With an I, 
or— 


Ysorta a { 5 We'll just— 
just trailed off : re ek we'll fool around 
there, hon. Right. We go until you maybe 


have a feeling 
i slow and update 
capone Y one another a ei or 
Not thinking L,) a lot. e other. 


| could be a 
while. Don’t 
wait up. 


The hell was 
she carrying? 
A saddle? 


| looked like 
a saddle. 


| couldnt 
tell... 


It’s a little 
bullshitty. 


They 
get all the 
fun. 


What fun? 
What are they 
doing in there 

that we can’t be in 
either room? 


You'll 
understand 
when youre 
older, dear. 


You should 
ask Jon. 


—come on, 
Rainbow— 


In the 
meantime, 
whatever shall we 
do to occupy 
ourselves? 


Still with me 
there, Jon? 


can be really 
abrasive, 
huh? 


want to think 
about her 
right now. 


—hang on— 


Oh, shit, I'm 
not— 
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| like it 
when you 

cup my 

balls? 


Chicken. 


What does 
it look like? 


Wait, you 
aren't weird 
sex ghosts 
too? 


Huh. 


And then there 
were three. 


_ not actual 
| mean officers of the 
law, we have no 
real authority. 


buy and tear 
down so many 
buildings. 


we gonna do? | } we do? We are 
= | 
q 


I will not let a 
couple of fuck-hungry 
asshole slackers get us 

all arrested and 
dissected and legislated 
Just so she can save a 
few goddamn books. 


Should | 
purchase pod Yy | : 
destroy their f . my a 
apartments? — || ~ - / i The 
The homes of | eee ond 
il Z fi In neve 
their parents, igh Sette 
us. 


And youre 
right, Badal. We 
aren't cops. 
And I'm glad. 


Cops can't 
legally do what 
were about 
to do... 


LETTER DADDIES 


SEND YOUR THOUGHTS, SEXUAL QUESTIONS, HOPES, DREAMS, RECIPES TO 


EMAILTHESEXCRIMINALS@GMAIL.COM. YOUR TYPOS/SHAME ARE YOUR OWN AND WILL BE RUN AS RECEIVED. 
ALL ASSUMED OK TO PRINT UNLESS STATED OTHERWISE. 


Well, Brimpers, it’s New Year’s 
Eve and I live in terror of this 
mailbox. Every time I have to do 
the letters | am convinced that 
this is the month the wheels 
come off, this is the month 
where everybody turns, this is 
the month that Chip and I have 
crossed some line and we'll have 
fucked it all up forever. 


At first I thought this was 
because I am a narcissist 
incapable of living in a world 
where people don’t like me, 
but then I realized that wasn’t 
it. | mean, | AM, but with THIS, 
with YOU, it’s that Pm terrified 
every month that, as surely and 
mysteriously and magically 

as you all came together, we 
will, somehow, surely and 
mysteriously and magically break 
your hearts, piss you off, run you 
away. Is that weird? It’s true. It’s 
not that... it’s not anything as 
shallow as not wanting to lose 
fuh-fuh-fuh-fuh-fuh-FANS! but 
rather, as simply as I can say 
it, the thought of letting you all 
down is devastating. Because 
you’re all amazing and awful and 
so beautifully, hilariously fucked 
up and human and the idea of 
dumbassing my way into hurting 
you, any of you, all of you, really, 
really scares me. So I don’t know 
what to do but to just go on as 
guilelessly and cluelessly as 
we have up until now and trust 
whatever wandering stars our 
boners are pointing at are leading 
us to some kind of slutty True 
North. My empathy has grown 
because of you, as well as my 
compassion and my love for 
other living people, all of whom, 
if you get them at the right time, 
will tell you a hilarious story 
about rubbing one out. 


I think that got away from me 
there at the end. 


You may have noticed we put out 
seven comics and a fake book 
of horrible sex advice over the 
last twelve months. I| think Chip 
and I would both rather have put 
out twelve comics. Or, y’know. 
Ten. Our hiatus between this and 
the third volume will be longer 


than expected so we can get our 
fucking ducks in a row. Or so we 
can fuck a bunch of ducks in a 
row? Either way I’m writing in to 
PENTHOUSE about it. 


Anyway, 2014 is mercifully at an 
end. It was the best and worst at 
the same time. It was an amazing 
year that you could not pay me 
to live through again, but still, 
here, eight hours before the ol 
“Ball Drop” (me beating off in the 
shower at midnight on 01/01), | 
am so excited for 2015 that | am 
vibrating. 


We love you. We are sorry. You 
are so hot. This almost never 
happens to us. We must be tired. 
It’s not you. It’s us. It’s always us. 
So hot. 


SO. So hot. 


Okay, letters: 


Some dude was asking in the letters 
of Sex Crims #8 about remedying 
his quickness to climax. Just wanted 
to recommend an herb one can 
typically find at local drug stores in 
the U.S.: Horny Goat Weed, or, that 
being too on the nose, just “Goat 
Weed”. No joke. Affordable, quality 
boners. Promise. 


Keep bangin’, 


Sexual Josh 


Pd love to know the story of the 
first guy that was like — “shit, 
look at that goat eating those 
weeds and then going on a little 
goat-y fuck-frenzy. ’m gonna... 
eat some of those weeds too.” 


I did a storytelling event here 
in Brooklyn West (as Howard 
Fucking Chaykin calls it) recently 
that was sponsored in part by 
Lelo, the schmancy sex toy 
company. And after the event (?’m 
not saying the name because 
they like the gift bags to be a 
surprise but oh, lord, they are 
such great people and their show 


was an amazing thing of which to 
be a part) they gave us these gift 
bags with, like, literally hundreds 
of dollars of sex toys inside. 


Seriously, look: 


THAT IS AN INSANE SACK OF 
SEX TOYS. A regular Zdarsky of 
vibrating geegaws. And I thought 
— shit! Chip and I should be 
REVIEWING THESE THINGS. 


So, uh, if you are a person in 
the sex toy manufacturing or 
peddling biz and are looking for 
some amateur sexpert opinions 
on your wares, HOOK US UP. We 
will REVIEW THAT SHIT in these 
very pages. Because | bet that 
would be hilarious. AND a really 
cool way to get a bunch of free 
cock rings. 


Pm gonna try Horny Goat Weed 
— For Sex Science, Kind Of — 
and will report back for next 
issue. 


Pfft. “Sexual Josh?” More like, 
“Sexual Josh, CEO of Horny Goat 
Weed, Inc.” Nice try, pal. -CZ 


...| grew up in rural Appalachia 

and had little to no sex education. 
When a cousin (who was much 

like Suzie’s friend Rach) told me 

at the age of 12 or so that penises 
literally went into vaginas, | almost 
puked and was convinced that she 
was lying. Thanks to the Joy of Sex 
that my pseudo-puritanical parents 
(and very loud sex havers ewww) 
inexplicably left lying around, | 
found out she was serious. But that 
book didn’t answer why | felt super 
tingly looking at naked pictures 

of Marilyn Monroe in a book also 
left lying around by my pseudo- 


SEX TIP BLOW HIS MIND IN BED TONIGHT! Point out 
that if you hold an original pressing of WHITE LIGHT/ 
WHITE HEAT by the Velvet Underground at the right 


puritanical parents (whyyyyy?). The 
homophobic/biphobic message that 
| got from pop culture at the time 
was that it was because | wanted 

to be Marilyn, but | was pretty sure it 
was because | wanted to do freaky, 
nasty things to pretty ladies as well 
as gents. Spoiler alert: | was right. 


Fast forward to my first sexual 
mishap when | was having sex with 
a dude in his car parked where 

he thought no one would see us. 
We were getting busy with our 
pants off in the front seats and the 
windows were nice and steamed 
up, SO we didn’t see a car pull up. 
After a minute or so of tapping on 
the window, the small town cop 
finally got our attention and | was so 
frozen in horror/fear that | couldn’t 
pull my pants up. So | just sat there 
with my vag trying to curl in on itself 
in some black hole fantasy and 
listened to him lecture us about 
private property for what felt like 
hours. hahaha hilarious, right? 


A few years later, a friend 
recommended trying out for a spot 
as a sex phone operator because 
$$$ and | had school loans to pay. 
Much to the relief of my jealous 

gf at the time, | blew (hehe) the 
interview when | horse-laughed 

at the sample call the interviewer 
played for me. | realize that my 
guffawing would defeat the purpose 
of some dude trying to get his 

rocks off to a disembodied voice 
pretending to be whatever it was 
they were looking for, but seriously 
sex is just so laughably ridiculous 
sometimes. My last trip to SheBop 
in Portland taught me that even 

in my 30’s, | can’t look at sex toys 
without giggling at some point 
(sorry sex shop workers). | really 
appreciate that the comic and letters 
pages allow for the simultaneous 
seriousness of the issues and 
laughter around our human 
absurdness. Keep being absurd and 
lovely, fellow brimpers! 


Eli 
Whatisit with puritanicals always 


having the loudest, sounds-like- 
goats-being-slaughtered-while 


slapping-a-wet-tympani-with-thin- 
sliced-ham, aural sex? Like — 
like every kid I knew with super- 
puritanical parents growing 

up had parents that fucked the 
devil right out of themselves, 
traumatizing and scarring these 
kids far more than oppressive, 
sex-phobic, pseudo-religious 
zealotry ever could. 


Also | am super happy you found 
the proper tingle-untangler for 
your Monroe-vibes, uh, as it were. 


Speaking of vibes, tingles, and 
sex toy design — when did sex 
toys turn into, like, STAR TREK 
dongs and stuff? They all look 
like Data’s dick now. Or Data’s 
vagina. Like there needs to be 
a JJ Abrams lens-flare off of 
that Lelo shit up there. Pyoo- 
pyoo! Anterior Vaginal Wall 
Stimulation... go! Pwaaarrrr! Zrrp 
zrrp zrrp! Skadoooo! 


All these Lelo toys make sounds 
like that. 


My very much non-puritanical 
parents made love quietly like 
teeny erotic church mice. But 
always just one foot away from 
me while | was in the room so! 
could hear everything. -CZ 


| got my new toy AND my new Sex 
Tips on the same day AND they’re 
the same color. 


COINCIDENCE??!! 


| don’t think so. Sexronicity at its 
finest. 


Stray 


Okay, points for ‘sexronicity.’ 


I don’t know that Fd refer to 

anything that services two ports 
and manages your button all at 
once a “tease.” That seems like a 
full-blown fucking PRANK to me. 


lam getting “Randomly Bent” on 
my tombstone. Thanks for that. 


! was sent to the principal’s office 
more than once for teasing the 
other students, let me tell you! 
-CZ 


Question: why don’t women keep 
stuff in their vaginas? ...No one will 
give me a satisfying answer. 


Daniel L. 


How do you know they don’t? 
And why the hell should a vagina- 
haver let YOU in on the secret? 
You sound like a cooch-narc to 
me, man. Not cool. Not. Cool. 


Women keep my hopes and 
dreams in their vaginas, Daniel. 
All of them. -CZ 


.../m pretty sure guys still don’t 
know where the clitoris is because 
they refuse to ask for directions. 
However, unless a girl has 
distinctive birth marks in the area, 
there aren’t many landmarks for 
her to tell a guy which turns to take. 
Crest la vie. 


Sex questions: 


Is it better to find a sodden porn 
mag in the nearby wilderness, like 
a strangers’ abandoned treasure? 
Or a stash of pristine penthouses 
and w/e while searching your 


angle you can make out the black-on-black image of a 
skull tattoo belonging to Warhol actor Joe Spencer. 


grandparents’ bathroom for a roll of 
toilet paper? 


While it was pretty educational, my 
introduction to porn both illustrated 
to me the assets | lacked and my 
grandfathers preferences in girls 
slightly less than twice my age. 

I’m pretty sure grandfathers aren't 
supposed to leave their porn where 
their ten year-old granddaughter 
accidentally finds it (grandson too). 


Do romance novels count as porn? 


| honestly think a well written sex 
scene is sexier than a video, as long 
as the written version doesn’t have 
effluvia-play, | won’t get. Either you 
have bad acting with little passion, 
or terrible quality, and often bad 
camera angles in both professional 
and amateur video scenes. When 
you read it, you aren’t forced to 
view it from awkward close ups of 
penetration, you're only limited by 
your imagination. 


Katie 


You need to be fucking a better 
class of men, Katie, if they ain’t 
askin’ where your personal party 
is at. 


Tell you what, let me clear it up 
right now: 


THE CLITORIS IS LOCATED IN 
THE PANTS 


There. NAILED IT. 


I think... hm. Well, finding Woods 
Porn (for me) carried an extra 
charge that comes from seeing 
or finding someone else’s fetish. 
It’s... sometimes it’s just, hey, 
toss the titty mag in the woods 
or whatever but the best stuff — 
not “best” as in most prurient 
but rather “best” as in most 
provocative — was always the 
stuff that was clearly treasured, 
somehow? It wasn’t even about 
the dirty pictures (that would 
come later), the thrill, the joy, was 
always in the nearly-voyeuristic 
charge that came from finding 
something someone somewhere 


had neatly cut out of a magazine, 
folded into careful squares, and 
sealed inside a ziploc bag to be 
hidden under a tree in a clearing 
in the woods. Like — like, why 
this? Why here? Why this here 
NOW? Who digs this? Why? 

What DIDN’T they dig? Was this 
thrown away, or is this hidden? 


Hell, | used to live in a college 
town, and as a nine-year-old, 
the dumpster diving was always 
primo after spring term. The 
first time | saw semen was in 
carefully-disposed-of cum porn 
(the common thread was money 
shots from a variety of mostly 
foreign sources) we found in 

a dumpster (back before that 
was, y’know, a thing you’d 
see in a magazine or literally 
anywhere else because we were 
nine or ten). It was German, the 
magazine. Always efficient, the 
Germans. 


And, you’re right about written 
material and its popularity on 
the internet among women. 
Check out A BILLION WICKED 
THOUGHTS by Ogi Ogas and Sai 
Gaddam — and learn shit like that 
in 2008 a hundred million men in 
the US and Canada went trawling 
for porn on the internet while 
74.8 million people, nearly 100% 
women, read romance novels 
instead. Slashfic and online 
erotica and written smut are 
grand equalizers in the world of 
getting e-off. Anyway check that 
book out. One of the secrets of 
the SEXCRIMS arsenal. 


| agree with Matt on the woods 
porn. Discovering the fetishes 

of others was almost the best 
part, Like the time | was rooting 
around in my dad’s garage and 
found a stack of woodworking 
magazines. | was like, “Wow. Dad 
gets off on turning raw wood 
into useful and/or artistic items. 
What a twisted fuck, living a lie in 
our brick house with his human 
wife.” 


Every one of his birthdays 
after that | bought him things 
like sanders, or varnishes, or 


sometimes even just big chunks 
of raw wood. He’d look at me with 
mock confusion, but I'd just give 
him a knowing wink. 


Later on I'd discover that | liked 
to jerk off in the lumber section of 
Home Depot. Like father, like son 
I guess! 


As for what’s sexier, video or 
the written word, let me just 

say that | pressed my body up 
against T’lakor, my erect peeny 
pushing up against her third 
vagina, which let out a tiny, sexy 
bark. We kissed, furiously, while 
screaming, as is her people’s 
custom. My hands travelled over 
her smooth, blue body until they 
met her glowing ass, which I 
kneaded like a space baker about 
to make space bread. But this 
was no bread. It was a butt. And 
| quickly slipped a finger into 

it, as is my people’s custom. 
She moaned for half an hour 
before saying, “please enter me, 
Chip,” because CONSENT is 
UNIVERSAL. And then we fucked 
until | came three hours later 
thanks to my Space Goat Weed. 
And then we did it again. 


You’re welcome, Katie ;) -CZ 


The sexiest song is obviously “Glory 
Box” by Portishead. Don’t even 
think about arguing. 


Adam S 


So this is forty, huh, Adam? 


| have nothing to add except to 
say that Matt’s answer made 
me laugh for a good, solid ... 
throbbing ... minute. You’re 
welcome again, Katie ;) -CZ 


Animorphs. You know Animorphs? 
The book series about the kids who 
can transform into animals? Well, | 
used to imagine myself transforming 
into animals and that shit would 

get me so hard it was ridiculous. 


SEX TIP Crtl-Alt-Delete your sexual shame away by 
practice-fucking the holes on old 5.25” floppy discs. 


And | would usually finish about the 
time | was 80% transformed and 
only my dick was still human. And 
for a really long time, | didn’t think 
there was anything strange about 
that. But the more | talk about it, the 
more | realize that may have been 
a completely unique experience to 
me. Did either of you masturbate to 
mental images of yourselves turning 
into other things? ANYONE? AM | 
ALONE IN THIS?!?! 


Justin 


Justin, I guarantee you, if anyone 
ever beat off to thinking about 
turning into an Animorph, they’re 
reading this fucking book. 


So? What about it? Ever get 
off thinking about turning 

into an Animorph? Write in to 
emailthesexcriminals@gmail. 
com and let’s make an animorph- 
fuck-connection for Justin here 
(who, if his Google picture is to 
be believed, looks like a young 
Bradley Cooper) (now imagine 
Bradley Cooper with a panda 
cock) (now imagine glitter 
exploding out of that panda cock) 
(Jesus what the fuck is wrong 
with you?). 


Justin, bing “American 

Werewolf in London - Complete 
Transformation” to see what gets 
me off. Also, I’m not sure why 
Matt’s describing you as Rocket 
Raccoon. -CZ 


| really got a kick out the Lick-ed 
and the Divine scene from last 
issue. Probably more than | should 
have. Anyway, I’m wondering if 
you’re going to include any more 
porno versions of Image comics 
titles, such as The Wanking Dead, 
Twat Queens, Release of West, Titty 
Deadly, or Sex Crim-Anals. 


Morgan 
The Dicked and the Divine was 


first (Tommy the K. suggested 
“Licked” which is so goddamn 


obvious ’m embarrassed) choice. 
After that there was Sperm (just 
imagine the old SPAWN logo), 
The Cocking Dead, Sagape, 
Blew, Manhando Projects, East 
of Breasts, Cassssssanova, 
Creaminal, Fatalllll Anal Fuckfest, 
Titty Deadly, Savage Dickin’, and 
Lazarass before we realized we 
really had the answer right at the 
start. 


Though | like the meta of Sex 
Crim-Anals. 


| used to make a book called 
Prison Funnies, and | always 
thought it would be fun to put out 
a one-shot PRISON FUNNIES: 
THE MOVIE ADAPTATION, as if a 
movie had actually been made of 
my property and draw likenesses 
of Hollywood actors and add 
more explosions and romance. 


All this to say that Matt and | 
sould take that idea and do a one- 
shot adaptation of SEX CRIM- 
ANALS (using another, much 
more erotic, artist) as if we were 
adapting our own porno. Matt? 


| just felt you probably ought 

to know that my girlfriend and | 
have developed a strict bedroom 
policy that if you guys recommend 
something then we are emphatically 
Never Trying That. 


| don’t know if | should curse you 
for restricting my sex life or thank 
you for saving me from a horrifying 
painful death. Please don’t offer me 
any more advice; you might only 
make matters worse. But well done 
on being so creative that we made 
“No Fraction/Zdarsky Ideas” an 
official rule. 


Ollie 


Y’know what Chipper and | 
are both super into right now, 
bedtime-wise, sex-having-wise, 
getting-it-on-banging-a-gong- 
wise? 


Eye contact and kissing. 


Seriously. It’s soooo fucked up 
to look someone in their eyes 
and then maybe kiss them on the 
fucking mouth seriously that’s 
the best move these days that’s 
the new hotness. 


I’m really big into putting my 
penis into vaginas these days 
instead of just slamming it in the 
fridge door, fyi. -CZ 


I’m going to tell you about the first 
time | drank alcohol. 


| grew up in a Mormon family and 
we didn’t really have alcohol around 
at all, much less drink it. So in high 
school, when this happened, | 

was pretty goody two shoes about 
drinking and really pretty much 
anything at all. Except sex. | spent 
a lot of time on the Internet growing 
up, so | was really pretty into sex. 
But not masturbating. But that’s a 
story for another day. 


So anyway, | had this boyfriend 

who was a super heavy smoker. 

Big time. | was in his room slobbin’ 
on the knob as it were and when 

he finally came... well, | don’t know 
what to say except that it was the 
worst sexual experience of my life. It 
lasted so long | started counting the 
seconds go by. Eventually he was 
there just stammering apologies, 
still coming all the while. Me being 
my high school self, | took some 
weird pride in being a “swallowing” 
kind of gal and kept gulping it down, 
gagging all the way as it were - like | 
said he was a really serious smoker, 
and that, uh, can be a bit of agame 
changer for taste. 


So finally he stops coming and 

I’m just like... man | want to spare 
his feelings in this obviously 
embarrassing moment but | am just 
DESPERATE to remove the taste 
and feeling from my mouth and 
basically beg him to bring me any 
kind of repreive. He tells me the 
only thing he has is whiskey. | tell 
him | don’t care, | will take anything. 
He asks me if I’m sure and | say 


SEX TIP Are you into golden showers? Traveling on a 
Delta flight to Atlanta on 30 Dec? Reading this over my 
shoulder? Hm? Well? 


yes. 


So again, mormon. Truly no 
familiarity with alcohol whatsoever. 
| basically straight up chug the 
whiskey like it’s water. Finally | feel 
that awful burning sensation going 
down and | just taste it and | just... 
well, to this day | still can’t handle 
the taste of whiskey. 


M 


My friend Christina was blowing 
her High School BF and he failed 
to mention until zero hour that he 
was going to come, and, pulling 
out of her mouth, shot on her 
face and, painfully, into her eye. 
Which apparently hurts like a 
motherfucker. 


The next time she blew him, she 
swallowed — or so he thought. 
She kept it in her mouth, came up 
to his face, and spat it in his eye. 


Then she said, “Shit hurts,” and 
got out of bed, and dumped his 
ass. 


... |watched some giraffes get 
busy at the St. Louis Zoo once 
when | was in high school. Not as 
erotic as you might think. It was... 
gangly? | think that’s the best word 
for it. | was worried one of them 
was just going to break something 
during the act. Just legs and necks 
and jizz. My god, so much jizz. | 
mean, I’m thirty now so it’s probably 
been like fourteen years since this 
occurred, but | just remember being 
very concerned about his output. | 
think that was the day | truly lost my 
innocence. 


Anyways, | just wanted to throw 

in my two cents. | think that two 
manatees making passionate love 
is far more erotic to imagine. | think 
Chip will back me up on that. Pure, 
raw sexuality. 


Dewey 


Brimpers! Please draw what 


Dewey’s Big Day at the Zoo 
looked like and email it in to us? 
Thank you. 


Not sure about the “two 
manatees” situation, Dewey, but 
you reminded me about my new 
sex toy, The Manatease. -CZ 


I’m a library employee and boy are 
there a large number of people 
who use the library computers 
exclusively for porn. Once | was 
doing my rounds when | stumbled 
upon a gentlemen sitting ata 
secluded library computer. He was 
sitting there like it was business as 
usual. | looked at the screen and 
on it was THE scatiest of scat porn 
you could ever imagine. ... It was 
then he noticed me and we just sat/ 
stood there staring into each others’ 
eye like deers in headlight. Neither 
of us knew what to do. Then he 
made his move and signed off of 
the computer and bolted out of the 
library. I've got so many stories like 
the time we found out a man had 
fallen asleep on one of the toilets 
because he slept through another 
dude who started having a stroke 
while trying to stroke one out in the 
adjacent stall. 


From, 


Randy O. 


It was nice to meet you, Randy. 


A few issues back, | remember 
reading a letter from a guy who 
was having “performance issues” 
that certainly struck a chord with 
me. | think it was the issue where 
you had the professional sex- 
talker responding to the letters 

and either she or you guys if i’m 
mis-remembering told the dude the 
first step was to relax. Sex should 
be fun and not about working 
yourself up to near-panic about 
coming too soon or too late or not 
at all or like six times in a row if 
that’s even possible. Anyway, | had 
been feeling near-panicky about 
exactly that issue (the first one, too 
soon) at the time, and reading that 
was like a light bulb going off in my 
head and illuminating a big sign 
that just says “DUH.” Not too long 
after that, | met an amazing girl at 
a friend’s wedding after waking up 
too hungover to breathe and having 
to drive three hours to a country 
club in Vermont. We hit it off, started 
dating, and when it came time to 
do the no-pants hustle dance, | had 
that bit of advice in the back of my 
head. Through some combination 
of luck, new-found self-confidence, 
and jaw-dropping sexual 
compatibility, | seem to have been 
cured of my affliction. After a while, 
we started timing ourselves, and 
I’m happy to say that I’ve raised my 
record from maybe 90 seconds to 
over 45 minutes. Which is awesome 
for both of us AND it’s a great cardio 
workout. | guess this mostly sounds 
like bragging, but maybe this book 
played some small part in helping 
me get over some long-time issues 
of mine, and | want to thank you for 
that, and for just writing a brilliant, 
beautiful, and hilariously touching 
book. 


Josh. 


That DOES totally sound like 
bragging but, fuck it, it ain’t 
bragging if it’s true. Congrats on 
taking your lady-fair to the bone 
zone for more than three quarters 
of an hour, my good man. And Pm 
sorry about the other thing (that 
I edited out of the letter). I'd fix it 


SEX TIP Blow her mind in bed tonight! Reveal your 
matching skull tattoo to that of Warhol actor Joe 
Spencer that appeared in black-on-black on the cover 


but i think Pm done with Twitter. 


! once got so upset about my 
quick-trigger ejaculations that | 
came in a clock and gunked it up 
just to show it who’s the boss. 
-CZ 


just when i thought i couldn’t love 
your book more than i already do 
you cats give a tip of the hat to 

one of my all time favorite albums 

- thanks for making me laugh out 
loud with the nod to “scary monsters 
(and super creeps)” in #9 (and even 
more importantly thanks for making 
such a SUPER FANTASTIK book). 
randy s 


That gag was all Chip. I love it 
too. 


And I’m also convinced Bowie’s 
saying “Fascism.” 


I’m convinced Scary Monsters 
(And Super Creeps) was Bowie 
predicting the internet. -CZ 


Long time reader first time writer. 

| just wanted to thank you for your 
kick ass book and everything 

it has brought me. You see | 
started posting the Sex Tips on 
my Tinder account which sparked 
a conversation with a certain guy 
who | met and eventually had one 
of the greatest sex nights of my 
life. We couldn’t keep track of how 
many orgasms but decided on 15. 
Needless to say | have been with 
him many times since and | have 
seen the face of God because of 
him and because of you guys. So 
THANK YOU! A thousand times | 
thank you magical tropical fishes. 


Brimpin ain’t easy but it sure is fun. 
Sexual Marissa 
Tell him to swipe it in a counter- 


clockwise circle a couple-few 
times. 


I’m very happy for you and not at 
all jealous. -CZ 


| just wanted to say that I’m nearly 
in tears over Ana. While I’m still 
kind of miffed over those jokes in 
issue 2, me and this book are cool 
now. You two clearly put work into 
what Ana/Jazmine was going to 
be and her origin story and who 
she is. Her flaws. Her smarts. Her 
determination. Everything. 


Sex workers get let down by pop 
culture A LOT. When narratives 
don’t kill or rape us, it’s a triumph. 
At best we can expect jokes about 
being stupid. But here we have 
someone who, yes, does drugs 
and, yes, parties a lot but is also a 
goddamn human being who knows 
what she wants and goes for it and 
does things on her own terms. Who 
has sexual hangups and worries too 
and isn’t just some wonder-vagina 
from the get go but gets to actually 
explore her sexuality through life 
and work. 


And thank you for explaining how 
contracting works! Brimpers now 
have no excuse to not tip if they go 
to a strip club. 


Basically I’m sitting in my living 
room on the verge of tears and 
shouting YES. 


So thanks for all that. Thanks for not 
letting me or Ana down. 


This also seems like a good time to 
mention that | slipped a copy of Sex 
Criminals into the first porn shoot 

| ever did. They said they wanted 

a comic book themed shoot and it 
seemed like the most appropriate 
thing to bring. Too bad everything’s 
digital or | could dream of the day | 
get to be a wood-porns girl. 


Kyndra 


Hey hey Ms. K, thanks for writing 
in and thanks most of all for 
sticking with us. I love Ana. Il love 
writing Ana. And I can’t wait to 
keep writing Ana. 


And, uh, thanks for the product 
placement! Eat it, SAGA. 


Strangely, the name of the porn 
they were shooting was “Eat It, 
Saga.” -CZ 


So | can’t go to Cumworld or 
anything, but | can cum. And cum. 
And cum. | am a lady who can cum 
20-30 times in a session, even 

just having my tits rubbed above 
my bra and shirt. | came once from 
having a dude stroke my thigh ina 
non-scandalous way when we were 
sitting on a park bench. 


If it sounds like I’m bragging, | am. 
But it also gave me something to 
latch onto. I’m sure I’m not the only 
super hyperorgasmic lady in the 
world, but | know I’m the only one 
most of my fuck partners will meet. 
I’m special, I’m cool, not everyone 
deserves to screw me and see me 
come 20 times. Ladies, dudes, | get 
to choose because | am that fun 
and different in bed. 


So | don’t go to Cumworld, but | do 
feel like a superhero when | have a 
good screw. And right now | have 

an awesome boyfriend (and the 
occasional fun side friend) who can’t 
get enough of how much | cum. If 

| ever die from cumming, it wasn’t 
murder, it was my double-edged 
superpower. 


Ana 


Wow. WOW! Well, first off — 
congrats. If | came twenty times 
in a night Fd look like an Edward 
Scissorhands wig on top of a 
slim jim when it was all over. 


I knew a girl that came once just 
from taking her pants off so she 
could have sex, but | think you 
trump that. 


Pve read about women in a 
kind of permanent, hellish, 
uncontrollable state of perpetual 
orgasm, of having such 
hypersensitivity that they’re 


of original pressings of the Velvet Underground’s 
WHITE LIGHT/WHITE HEAT. | mean, you’ve been 
married for 14 years. It’s time. 


prisoners of never-ending, 
crippling, life-ruining orgasms, 
and how hard it is for these 
women not only to be treated 
seriously, but to be treated like 
something other than a punch 
line. That’s some kind of Brimper- 
based TWILIGHT ZONE shit right 
there, yo. 


Sorry, but | was raised to believe 
that PROPER adults only cum 
ONCE. Not like some willy- 

nilly cumming vagabond, just 
cumming all over town like an 
ill-mannered court jester. Good 
DAY, madam. -CZ 


| remember seeing the boobs and 
then feeling motion in my pants. | 
enjoyed the sight of said boobies, 
although | didn’t know why at the 
time. Surely, it was some sort of 
sexy thing. 


| was amazed by the phenomenon 
of my budding manhood. | came 

to the logical conclusion that | had 
come into the possession of some 
sort of radar that was able to detect 
when “sexy things” were happening 
on TV. What power that was in my 
pants! | had super sexy powers! | 
knew it would somehow come in 
hand later in life—it would just take 
training. All heroes needed to train. 
| didn’t know how to use it, but | did 
KNOW that whenever it happened, 
it was the early warning system 
that somewhere in the TV universe, 
there were boobies. | was usually 
hard pressed to find them though. 
There was always something in the 
way. Someone else was watching 
TV, She-Ra still had 10 minutes left, 
or this Lego castle is not going to 
finish itself! Come to think of it: She- 
ra may have sometimes been the 
sexy, though. 


It was maybe another year before 

| learned that | didn’t actually have 
any magical pants boob-detector...it 
was just crappy ‘ol male biology and 
blood engorging my nether region 
and the signs of puberty coming 

a couple years early. Whatever...| 
wish | had sexy super powers... 

can you guys give me sexy super 


powers? | mean, | dance; and that 
seems to impress the ladies. My 
wife says I’m good in the sack too, 
but | don’t think that counts. 


Anyway, thanks for creating 
awesome comics. Keep on brimpin’ 
on. 


Tommy 


Sometimes I call my boner a 
wife-detector and my wife loves 
it and loves me and thinks I am 
charming | think. 


When | call my boner a wife- 
detector my girlfriend gets really 
angry. When is she going to put a 
ring on it?? -CZ 


...I'd just like to add my (written) 
voice as another asexual person 
who loves the fuck outta this book. 
Aside from being hilarious (dildo 
fights are just funny, | mean come 
on) | think | relate to the story of 
people connecting and trying to 
maintain that connection (blah blah, 
insert personal history of struggling 
to connect with people here etc 
etc). But also, the openness and 
accepting nature of this book in 
both the story and letters column, 
even though it primarily revolves 
around the myriad ways people get 
their freak on, makes me feel more 
comfortable about how | live my 
life and wanting to be more open. 

| went a long time thinking | was 
broken and the positive, hopeful 
vibes | get out of this book help me 
to feel ok about being myself and 
not being interested in engaging in 
the physical sexytimes. | get that 
feeling every time | read a new 
issue or when | look at my framed 
SexCrims print. So thank you both 
and to all the brimpers, keep gettin’ 
busy, as much or as little as y’all 
like, and keep being awesome. 


And I'd love it if you could include 
an ace character one day. Either 
way l’ll keep reading, enjoying and 
laughing. 


Keep reading. His name is Danny. 
Or maybe it’ll end up being Dani. 
I dunno yet. But I’m learning their 
story now.. 


Whoa, wait, I’m a 39-year-old 
straight white dude hopelessly 
behind on everything, but did 

| just read that letter right and 
asexual is referred to as “ace” 
now? Like, “I’m ace?” That is 
probably the coolest fucking 
sexuality or gender term I’ve ever 
heard, totally pushing “trans” out 
of first place! Sorry, trans! ACE IS 
IN THE HOUSE. -CZ 


Hey there’s a shitload of more 
good letters, but Pm already 
overstuffed with shit and need 
to go back and trim like a 
thousand fucking words out 

of this thing before I get to go 
“ball drop” (remember that 
means masturbate and cry in the 
shower)(did I mention the crying 
part the first time). 


Let me say this before our hiatus 
— Wil. Go to a doctor. Maybe 
Cognitive Therapy is a place to 
start. Pm not qualified to give you 
any real advice, but from my own 
experience it sounds like you’ve 
got a very real and very heavy 
anxiety disorder. 


And Claude — thanks for sticking 
around. We love you. Maybe don’t 
do that again. And we’re sorry it’s 
been so hard. That was not an 
entendre. I hope you’re reading 
this and I hope one day you find 
some hair to fuck. Or to fuck your 
hair. | dunno, whatever you end 
up being into. 


Okay. Let’s go drop balls. See 
you next year. 


Matt 


! love you more than Matt does. 
NEVER FORGET. -CZ 


NEXT ISSUE: 
MANIME 


BUT MORE IMPORTANTLY 


AIINGT A Ul 


IT’S FOR READERS WHO 
HAVE $3.50 CAUSE THIS 


BRARY, DUR. 


